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THE LONG FIGHT

at high tension every moment and left him after three
hours and a half in a state of almost complete collapse.
How often that winter he rebelled and cried: "I can't do
it. I cannot act Peer Gynt one other time. It takes
one's life blood, this Peer Gynt. I dig a spadeful of
earth for my grave every time I play the part." But
when those near him urged him to stop and rest, he would
not give up. He did not miss a performance and he
played always with all his accustomed force and power.

It was a hard fight to keep up, but he fought on with
grim resistance. His whole life had been a battle. That
was the aspect in which life presented itself to him. His
inherent strength, pugnacity, will power, and ambition
sought it, found it, and, when they did not find it, fancied
it. His life was radiant with triumph, but there was a
vast gray lining of distress. All the way along he fought
realities and spectres.

No one associated with him but knew those sharp stac-
cato retorts which came with the frequency that indicated
how much they were a part of his doctrine. "Cannot?
If others can, we can. We can whether others can or not.
A general never says he cannot. He compels it. The
general who wins is the general who never knows he is
whipped. You cannot whip him."

And so no one can say that his preeminence was an
accident of a capricious public or of endowed genius. He
was never the idle steward. No steward ever took more
seriously the obligation of his ten talents.

He fought and fought and fought. The memory of the
aloofness and aloneness of the contained little boy at
school was always with him. So, too, the bitter, Starving
days in London. When he had his foot 'once firmly
planted on the ladder he fancied there were envious handsnge of bill to a lighter role in
